MODERN TRAVEL

temporary look hangs about the place as though
the denizens were always packing up, many of
them moving on, and moving on too quickljr to
pack up, and the place was organized for im-
mediate disposal of their goods. The only touch
of new paint is where a new pseudonym has been
lettered on the front of a shabby hotel. A strange
sort of conflict seems to be waging all the time up
and down these streets with routs and forays as
though London was defending itself against these
adventurers and trying to drive them back into
the stations and away, and the needy folk were
making a last stand.

Another fancy one has in North o' Euston is of
strangers who sought London not as a land to con-
quer but as an asylum. Police reports show that
every year a large number of the petty criminals,
fraudulent tradesmen, shopmen who have falsified
books, and clerks who have embezzled, and all
sorts of criminals through weakness flee to London
to escape justice, and many who have taken their
punishment to escape further shame. Do many
of them when they come out of their station and
see the rush and turmoil and spacious, incoherent
metropolitanism of Euston Road recoil abashed,
settle down in the hinterland of the stations,
marry and breed furtive little children in these
furtive streets ? Doubtless the people North o'
Euston are as honest as people elsewhere, but that
is the effect of much observation and cogitation
there. It is a queer region, with a population that
moves much at night, and its streets of two-storey
houses with forlorn gardens with broken iron
railings, and secret-looking tiny squares and courts
entered through archways containing a hamlet
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